Letter from Emily S. Harris to Leander Harris, April 26, 1862 by Harris, Emily S., c.1835-1866

Transcription:
Hampstead Apr. 26th /62
Dear Husband, 
I recd yours
of the 13th ult last Friday, and 
I cannot tell you how much I was 
pleased with it. There was but just 
one thing that I was not entirely 
pleased with and that was the 
idea that I was happier situated 
as we are. I should like to explain 
to you just how it is but Lottie is 
here and they are all talking 
so that I shall have to write with 
out thinking. But one thing I 
will say that I havn’t takin 
so much comfort since you have 
been gone, as I have taken with 
you in one evening when we felt 
just like talking and had one of 
our long conversations that used to 
extend long into the night. It was 
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at these times that I used to think 
we were truly made for each other 
The children, especialy Annie, 
are delighted with the idea of your 
coming home this Summer. Annie has 
talked it over and over just how you 
will come, Josie says she shall go to 
the door and you will grab her. Dont 
you think she remembers something how 
you used to do. I want you to come 
oh so much darling if you don’t stay
but a short time, but it will be 
harder to let you go again I fear than
it is to let you stay now. But seeing 
you once more, will be worth all the 
suffering afterwards. If you come to 
stay a month I shan’t do anything 
but look at you, and shan’t let you 
go out of my sight till you are 
obliged to. But I don’t expect you 
It would be too much happiness. I 
do not deserve so much. And it is 
coming warm weather now and I am
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so afraid you will be sick. But you 
don’t like this kind of writing and 
so I will not express my fears but 
hope and pray. Surely God has blessed 
us whether in answer to prayer or not 
I can not say. It seemes to me the 
wickedest thing any in the world to 
complain when your life and health 
has been spared. This is what I always 
ask for when I pray; and then that 
you may be happy and contented and 
enjoy yourself and then I always 
remember your friend Haynes; and 
good Dr. Comings comes in for a share 
of late. But after all per you have
other friends who pray for you perhaps 
it is their prayers that are answerd 
and I get the benifit of them with 
you. Our joys are inseparable you 
know. But perhaps you will think 
I have not much faith in my prayers 
but I don’t know as I ever doubted 
that they were answerd before, but as 
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I was writing I thought I was unde
serving of it all.
I am anxious to 
hear from the letter I wrote Mr. H.
I want to know whether I wrote any 
thing foolish or not. Now you tell 
me wont you? I was afraid it was 
all a kind of a silly affair after all
But you must consider that it was 
quite a difficult undertaking to write 
to one I never saw. 
Well darling you must confess
that this letter is not over burdend 
with news but I have a litle bit to 
tell you come to think. Mary Eastman 
is marriad. And the story is that 
her father was opposed to the match 
and that she was married unbeknown 
to him and without his consent
And they say too, that disappoint-
ment was the cause of her sickness 
She and her husband has gone to 
N.Y. and Ella has gone with them 
Do you suppose his little beauty had 
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anything to do with the trouble?
I don’t know whether I explained 
to you what Eastman said you wrote 
about him to Nichols. He said you 
enquired into his family affairs. Julia
& I thought this very strange because 
we knew you were not in the habit 
of troubling yourself about other 
peoples affairs at all. I would have 
told him this much and a good deal 
more but he talked so fast I couldn’t 
get a word in edgwise. But perhaps 
it is just as well as though I had
As Nelson says, every one know E. 
so well that his stories will never injure 
you.
It is getting cold here and I shall 
have to stop writing. I am done 
sewing shoes at present I have to so 
much other work to do at present and
beside it made my side sore some
I don’t know whether I shall try 
it again. As to my hands they are the 
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strongest part of me. It didn’t 
take them but a short time to 
get hardened to the work. It took the 
skin off of every finger ^at first and that made 
me have sence enough to make some 
[cots*] and then I got along finely. 
Well Good bye my precious. 
Yours Emmy 
